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AT dawn the cock struts:
unlocks the morning, in
hedge, field and farm.
Wind shakes the sun's locks
free, skims curdled skies
and turns day's churn.
Birds bagpipe, bugle, wind a horn
mere campion-size, but sun
brings trumpets warm
To bray both bee and man
back slick to factories where
day's fugue is done.
Drunk with machinery, all fall,
heel, follow, reel to the rhythm of earth's
diurnal turn.
Tree bird and bee, each can teach only each
predestined arabesques
men slowly learn.